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tion of what we the living can make of their sacrifice.

As I stared down at the dark plains of sand stretch-
ing to the horizon, I tried to think what the men I knew
who died in the desert would ask of us who survived.
My mind turned back five years, and I remembered the
heat and the danger and the agony. Would they ask
for self-sacrifice ? I could not hear in any of their voices
the call to further pain. I remembered the fighting. I
saw the tanks bursting into flame as the squadron
advanced, and I recalled the courage of the crews.
Courage in building a new world. Perhaps that was it.
I tried to remember talk of politics and the future.
Already I was beginning to hear the voices of the men
as they sprawled in their bivouac.

"Where's Rommel to-night ? "

'' Up your Aunt Fanny.''

" Where's the brew ?"

" By your mucking foot."

"Who's on guard?"

"Nobby."

'' That's right.   Pick on me."

"It's your turn."

" I didn't say it wasn't, did I ? "

"He's so sharp he could cut himself/'

"He'll do more than cut himself when he's on
guard."

"Muck off."

" Brew up.   Brew up."

" Brew up yourself."

'' All right.   Keep your hair on."

The voices went on speaking. The conversation was
meaningless. Then I began to see the men who were
talking. They looked much alike in their heavy boots
and khaki shorts. They were lean and unshaven and